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Our War Office has at last decided to 
arm the Artillery. The new guns, it is 
said, are to be ready within two years, 
and we understand that a polite mes- 
sage has been sent to all the other 

| Powers requesting them not to make 
| war on us in the interim. 

Herr Rewavutp, a Colonel in the Ger- 
man Army, having stated that a war 
between European Powers would not 
cost less than £6,000,000 daily, several 
| offers have been received from enter- 
| prising Americans—including, we are 
told, one from the gentleman who was 
| responsible for the successful War Spec- 
| tacle at the St. Louis Exposition— offering 
to do the thing for considerably less. 
> Sees 

Mr. Joun Moriey, whom we had all 
been accustomed to look upon as a 
staunch Liberal, has been recommending 
everyone to read Byron, and poor Sir 
Witrrp Lawson, who has just published 
a volume of verse, is said, not without 
reason, to be piqued. This is the sort of 
treatment which drives people to drink. 


“T rebel with all my soul against the 
phrase ‘light literature,’” said Mr. Haun 
Carne at a banquet last week. The delu- 
sion under which this great writer is 
labouring, if he supposes that the phrase 
is commonly applied to his own work, is 
rather pathetic. 


We hear that Mr. Hatt Cane has been 
much gratified by a statement made to 
him by a Society lady to the effect that, 
until she came across his book, she had 
never heard of the Prodigal Son. Mr. 
Carne hopes, if he be spared to us long 
enough, gradually to re-write the whole 
of the Bible. There are tons of money 
in the idea. 





A gruesome incident is reported to 
| us from the Law Courts. It happened 
| just before the Vacation. The usher 


attached toa certain Court was dozing 
peacefully, when he was suddenly 
awakened by loud laughter. “Silence 
in Court!” he shouted, starting up— 
not knowing that it was the Judge’s 
joke which had called forth the applause. 
Tt is thought, however, that the fellow 
will be re-instated. 


Automobile prison-vans are to be in- 
troduced in Paris, and local criminals 
are already giving themselves airs. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


| We hear that a new series of Cookery 
Books is about to be published. Sug- 
gested title: The Grub Street Series. 


| We feel sure that the Editor of the 
Daily Mail will be sorry to hear that 
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STUDIES IN 


Portrait OF A GENTLEMAN ABOUT TO TAKE A Coup Bara. 


he has been instrumental in getting a 
little boy into serious trouble. 
list of suggested Christmas presents 
which our contemporary published the 
other day, under the heading “For 
Father” appeared “ Large Bath Sponge.” 
The youth in question followed the 
Mail’s advice, and his father, who is a 
German gentleman, proved absurdly 
touchy, and the little lad is not yet able 
to sit down with comfort. 


By the by, though it is true that a 
book will generally form an acceptable 


not give The Complete Motorist to one who 
has just lost a leg in a motor accident. 


An amusing incident, showing the 
rate we live at, has been brought to our 
notice. On the 24th of this month 
Father Christmas went to a bookstall 
and asked if any Christmas numbers 
were out. ‘Lor’ bless yer, Sir, they 've 





mostly been sold weeks ago,” said the 


ae 


In the “ 


present, a thoroughly tactful person will | 


EXPRESSION. 


boy to the astonished old gentleman+ 
only a few soiled remnants left.” 


A new fresco has been unveiled in the 
Royal Exchange. It commemorates for 
all times the incident of a Lord Mayor, 
in the reign of Ricnarp Tae Turn, deliver- 
ing judgment in a dispute which had 
arisen between the Merchant Taylors’ 
and the Skinners’ Companies as to the 
right of precedence. This is the kind 
of event whose memory a grateful nation 
will not easily let die. 








Mr. Powcn would have hesitated to 
publish the following statement with 
regard to a recent census in Cape Colony, 


\if it had not already appeared in the 


pages of a local organ which must have 
1ad opportunity for verifying its allega- 
tion: itis the Diamond Fields Advertiser, 
of Kimberley, which informs him that 
“the Colony will be interested to know 
that there are nearly 60,000 more asses 
in the country than in 1891.” 
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QUEEN SYLVIA. We 
Cuaprer VI. 
The Queen's Christmas Party. 

“Your Majesty,” observed the Chamberlain ong, 
vhen he had been admitted to his usual audi ‘ 
us yet signified your wishes with regard ‘toi 
festivities. There will, I presume, be no 
(rom the ordinary routine. The nej i A wie" 
re, | suppose, to receive their inyitations, whi , 
is is customary, decline with all rear dn the ground of 
prior engagements; and a Ha fiat will be roasted 
vhole for the immediate retainers of your Majesty. Then 
here will be the Christmas gifts to see to-— the little 
»ackets of sixpenny and threepenny bits arranged in coloured 
‘issue paper—and all the other details with which it is 
loubtless unnecessary to trouble your Majesty. And there 
imust, of course, be “ 

How much more the Chamberlain would have said I 
cannot tell. He was a courtier of considerable power of 
speech, with a fine command of many long but ordinary 
words arranged in sentences not remarkable for their short- 
ness, and he had a fine rolling delivery to which he himself 
listened with unvarying pleasure. At this particular point, 
however, the Queen, greatly to his amazement, interrupted 
him : 

“[T was thinking,” she said, “of doing somethin 
new this year. Everybody must be tired of the old 
of doing things.” 

“ Antiquity,” said the Chamberlain stiffly, “is venerable, 
and we cannot lightly set aside that which the custom of 
years has sanctioned.” 

“Oh, but I shan’t set it aside lightly,” said Sytvu. “I 
shall do it quite deliberately and very heavily, so that gets 
rid of your first argument. Next, please.” 

The Chamberlain was unaccustomed to this touch-and-go 
style of diseussion. He felt as if things were crumbling 
under his feet. However, he gave a great heave and pulled 
himself together. 

‘*Madam,” he said, “ you will do me the honour to believe 
that in all the counsels which I have been privileged, at your 
Majesty's own request, to tender to you, I have been 
animated solely by a desire for your Majesty's welfare.” 

“Certainly, certainly,” said the Queen. “What then?” 

“Let me then humbly advise your Majesty not to break 
with the custom—the ancient custom —of Christmas enter- 
tainment.,” 

* But I’m not going to break with it,” said the Queen. 
“I’m going to reorganise it. That's all.” 

‘In that case,” said the Chamberlain, who had spent much 
time in advocating a reorganisation of all the departments 
of state with which he was not personally concerned, “in 
that case I have nothing more to say. I have only to take 
your Majesty's gracious commands.” 

What the gracious commands came to was shortly this : 
The old-fashioned Christmas festivities, which had been 
entirely confined to the Court, were abolished, though the 
crowned heads were to receive the usual invitations in the 
confident expectation that they would, as usual, make excuse 
for their absence. On Christmas Day the great Palace, with 
its grounds, was to be thrown open to the people, who were 
to be invited to bring their children with them, and to spend 
as much time as they liked there from ten in the morning 
till ten at night. The Queen would sit in her throne-room 
for two hours to hear what anybody might have to say, and 
at seven o'clock all the children were to have tea in vast tents 
which were to be set up in the park. The Commander-in- 
Chief of the army, the First Naval Lord, the Archbishop and 
the Chamberlain were to make all the necessary arrangements 
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for ensuring comfort and order amongst the thousands who 
might be expected to attend. At nine o'clock in the evening 
the Queen would, by pressing an electric button, light a 

igantic Christmas tree in the centre of the park, and at 
ten o'clock everybody was expected to go away. One point 
I had almost forgotten—grown-ups were only to be admitted 
if accompanied by children. Any grown-up, therefore, who 
didn’t happen to have children of his or her own wou!d have 
to take charge of some for the day. 

The resolution of the Queen was promptly made known 
by proclamation, and it naturally excited a great deal of 
discussion. As the day approached it was realised that the 
plan bade fair to be a striking success, and even those who, 
either from conservative prejudice or from an ingrained 
dislike for Christmas festivals, had at the outset expressed 
disapproval of it began to be enthusiastic in its favour, most 
of them going so far as to claim the credit of having initiated 
the idea. 

Everybody who has read the Chronicles of Hinterland 
compiled by the Historiographer General will remember the 
glowing pages in which he gives an account of these novel 
festivities, and celebrates the wisdom of the young Queen who 
had planned and arranged them. 

“Nothing,” he declares, ‘‘ was left tochance. Every swing- 
boat and every merry-go-round had been tested by her 
Majesty and her principal Ministers on the previous day. 
The regimental bands played their very best in various parts 
of the park. The ventriloquial entertainments were refined 
but amusing, and the performing dogs, having played the 
parts allotted to them, were fed by her Majesty’s own hand.” 
Everything, in fact, went off splendidly. One incident, 
however, the writer does not record. As it bears upon this 
story I must relate it here. 

The Queen had been sitting in the throne-room for an hour 
and had taken much pleasure in an orderly procession of 
school-children headed by clergymen of various denominations, 
when there was a sudden scuffle at the entrance to the room, 
and a bearded, broad-shouldered man, breaking through the 
military guard, advanced boldly to the middle of the room. 
The officer of the guard hurried after him with his sword 
drawn : 

“Your Majesty,” he said, placing himself in front of the 
intruder, “this man has broken the rules. He has no child 
with him. We sought to stop him, but he insisted on coming. 
Shall he be conducted to the dungeon ?” 

“ What have you to say?” said Syivia, addressing the man, 
who was standing harmlessly enough before her. 

The man looked at her and sighed, and then he spoke : 

“I’m a seafaring man, your Majesty. Many a year I’ve 
been away from here and only just returned. I had a little 
girl once--much your own age she ’d be now, but I can’t find 
her, and I thought she might be here. I mean no harm, but 
pray don’t send me out.” 

* Permit him to stay,” said Sytv1a to the officer. 

“God bless your gentle heart!” said the bearded man very 
loudly, and, though the Chamberlain was shocked, the Queen 
herself smiled with pleasure. 








‘*The Disraeli Family.” 


“Waar Latin motto would you have chosen, Sir, for the 
founder of the Disrarii family?” asked Montacu Corry, 
when Private Secretary to Lord Braconsrietp, of his master. 

’ “A popular one,” replied his Lordship, ‘would be, Ex 
uno Dizzy omnes.” 
[Anecdote not included in the articles on this subject now 
appearing in the “ Times.” 


Liperty Haut..—‘* Mrs. --— wants a General Servant (not 
expected to wash).’’—Devizes and Wiltshire Gazette. 




















Decemper 28, 1904.] 


— OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL. 453 








LACRIMAS RERUM. 

[The Supreme Court of Tennessee recently | 
decided that an advocate has the right to | 
shed tears for the purpose of influencing « 
verdict, adding, “ Indeed, if counsel has them 
at command it may seriously be questioned 
whether it is not his professional duty to shed 
them whenever occasion arises.” In view of 
the interesting developments to which this 
— when appreciated at its full value, is 
ikely to give rise, Mr. Punch is fortunate in 
being able to publish i in advance the following 
law report of the year 1920.] 

Moss v. Weeper.— This was an acticn 
brought by Maracni Moss, company pro- 
moter, against Wmuam Weeprer, K.C., 
for professional negligence. The plain- 
tiff alleged that the defendant—being 
an advocate of notorious hysterical 
ability in general, and having in par- 
ticular one week previously secured the 
acquittal of Paasr Pickup, kleptomaniac. 
by such a tempest of tears as had ren- 
dered him incoherent for three quarters 
of his defence—had neglected to employ 
his proper talents in a similar way on 
behalf of the plaintiff, whereby to his 
prejudice the true facts of the case. 
undisguised by emotion, were allowed 
to influence the jury, the plaintiff in the 
result being mulcted in heavy damages 
for misrepresentation. 

For the defence it was pleaded- 

1) That the defendant was not a person 
of such lachrymose brilliance as alleged, 
a number of his past speeches * being 
read in support.of the statement, and 
certainly proving dull and dry enough ; 

2) That, in the case of Paape Pickus 
cited, the appearances which had fo 
affected the Court as to secure an ac- 
quittal were entirely due to his having 
taken a pinch of what the defendant 
believed to be a mixture of rappee and 
cayenne pepper from the snuff-box of 
the leader of the cireuit—whose success 
with juries he now at last understood . 
3) That, even if he were of the emotional 
temperament alleged, the case of Mr. Moss 
was not one in which tears were obli- 
gatory, it having been held in Shem v. 
Phleqm (Jucerss, J.) that no counsel need 


do more than sniff when demonstrating | 
the guilelessness of a city financier; and | therefore, was whether the defendant in| 


4) That, in the course of his defence, 


he did so sniff on three several occasions this honourable rule. 


OW RHYMES & MODERN INSTANCES | 


GEORGIE, 
PORGIE., 
PUDDENEY 


“Ge a Msg > 


WHEN THE GIRLS” 
CAME OUT T° PLAY, 






The wretch! he sad That te as ' 











GEORGIE. PORGIE 
RAN AWAY - 








the present action was an exception to 
The validity of 


—notably when appealing for sympathy | his plea:seemed to him to be entirely 
for the destitute condition of the plain-| destroyed by the defendant's own admis- 


tiff, consequent upon the settlement of | 


his whole estate upon his wife prior to 
the commencement of the action. 


pointed out that all that Shem v. Phlegm 
laid down was that in certain cases a 
sniff was adequate if counsel was incapa- 
ble of tears. 


happily rare. 
that the latter-day advocate was capable 
| of anything short of epilepsy, if needed 
to gain a verdict. 


The judgment was many | 
years old, and dealt with a situation now | 
His own experience was 





sion as to the efficacy of artificial stimu- 
lants to sensibility. Exhibitions of dis- 


‘tress due to pepper and other provoca- 
Mr. Justice Sopp, in giving judgment, | 


tives might not be of the highest kind, 
but they were eminently serviceable, and 
it was obvious that such distress might 
be just as genuine as that produced by 
apprehension for a client.. With means 
of this kind within his reach the duty 
of an advocate was clear, and judgment 
must be for the plaintiff, but he would 


| allow the defendant to address the Court 


The only question, | 


further in mitigation of damages. 





Mr. Weerer rose feebly and, support- 
ing himself on the shoulder of his Junior, 
swallowed audibly several times.amid a 
tense silence, broken only by a woman's 
hysterical moan in the gallery. As soon 
as he was able to control his emotion 
it coursed down his cheeks, whilst he 
made a heart-rending appeal on behalf 
of his wife and family, culminating in 
a storm of sobs of such paroxysmal 
violence as to bring on a species of 
seizure, necessitating his removal in the 
ambulance. 

The learned Judge, who had been for 
some time furtively crying into his ink 





pot, entered judgment for one farthing. 
and ordered an adjournment whilst the 
Court dried. 
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Jowes HAS BEEN BUYING stUcH A Lot oF L’ 


A WARNING. 


Arr Novveat ORNAMENTS, ETc., For Curistmas Presents anp New Year's GIrts, THAT HE 


HAS QUITE A CURLY NIGHTMARE. 








HINTS TO YOUNG WRITERS. 
With acknowledgments to the “ Lady's World.” 

Bayswater. — Your little love tale 
reads very easily, and is prettily told, 
despite occasional mistakes. For in- 
stance, your hero, ‘‘an Oxbridge man 
and Fellow of St. Boniface,” says in 
Chap. IL. “I'll learn him who’s who.” 
This is a clumsy sentence, and should 
be modified. “I will show him that I 
am far from being the sort of man who 
is in the habit of taking it lying down” 
would, I think, be better. 


Betta.—You have still a good deal 
to learn before you will be able to write 


| a story of Glasgow life that will pass 


| muster. 


Would it not be a good plan 
to go to Scotland for a week-end and 


| study the language and customs of the 


| natives ? 


**Benthehoose” is not the 


| name of a mountain, and I don’t think 


gentlemen go about Glasgow in kilts 
saying, “ Tits laddie,” and “ Hoot awa.” 

Rosemary.— The Curse of Tregaskis 
bristles with faults. Take this sen- 
tence: “Sir Autay loudly blew his nose 


with his handkerchief to hide his emo- 


tion.” Why handkerchief? Surely | 
this might be understood from a gentle- | 
man in Sir Atan’s position. Then 
again the following seems to want a 
little clearing up. (Chap. XLI.)—‘‘ The 
house was a large one standing in its 
own grounds built when ELizasera was 
Queen when men had more time to 
think of beautiful things surrounded by 
a moat containing superb examples of 
the armour of the period whose walls at 
the time we write were fast crumbling 
to decay.” You can, I am sure, do 
better work than this. 


Imocen.—In future please write on 
one side of the paper only; that is, if 
you feel you must write. Modern young 
men do not say “erstwhile” or “ per- 
adventure” in ordinary conversation. 
[ do not think the servant girl in your 
story could consistently make use of the 
expressions “Oh, lawks!” and “ savoir 
faire” in one and the same sentence, 
and your hero “ well-groomed as usual 
in frock-coat, pearl-grey trousers, and 
immaculate bowler,” would not, I am 
sure, have created quite the kind of 
impression in Piccadilly that you in- 
tended. , 


SHOPPING BY POST. 
From Messrs. Awpte & Co., Universit 
PurvEyors. 
Tottenham and other Courts Supplied. 
(ALIGHT AT GOWER STREET.) 


Mapam,—In reply to your favour we 
beg to say that we are forwarding the 
motor omnibus and the sugar-tongs to 
your esteemed order, and hope they will 
come to hand safely. The sideboard and 
the two gimlets are not yet quite ready, 
but we trust you will not be inconveni- 
enced by our omitting to send them with 
the mangle and the wineglass to match 
your pattern, both delivered last week at 
your house. We regret that you have 
overlooked the latter. It was securely 
tied to the mangle with strong string, 
for safety in conveyance, and we feel 
sure that, on carefully looking again, 
you will find at least the string. With 
respect to your inquiry for kitchen 
ranges and crochet cotton, we will deliver 
at once on your telling us the quantity 
and sizes required. 

Your obedient servants, 
Awptz & Co, 
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WHAT ON EARTH ARE “NOMAD JIGITS”? ARE THEY ANYTHING LIKE THIS? a 
[“ According to intelligence received from Urga, Japanese agents disguised as wandering Lamas are inciting the Nomad Jigits to Bm: 
destroy the Trans-Siberian Railway and blow up the icebreakers on Lake Baikal. It is stated, however, that the Jigits have refused to act.” * 
Westminster Gazette. | ig 
ra 
| 2 anil the fi 
| A STUDY IN EMOTIONAL COSTUMES. I called (her sire was out of town) a 
F ‘RP, And found her reading Henry J ames ; am 
We met at tea-time’s witching hour, She wore a crimson Empire gown ah | 
0 W 4* jy sane pate ie breathed of peace ; Trimmed round the edge with whatshisnames. a 
| et e 7 ary ves An amorous languor that enhanced the whole a 
° ~ “pdpeedr &> ; ae Revealed, I thought, the yearning passi : Sa 
2 | ‘The garb,” I mused, “‘ denotes a clinging mood : ed, 1 thought, the yearning passion of the soul. ed 
> | Propose to her, my boy, she’s dying to be wooed!” But when I bent above her chair 
LY But when I gazed at her and sighed She seemed to feel no answering thrill ; 
I | She never looked the least put-out, I ry a = "1 —_ — : ‘Il 
>| But anxiously observed that I’d aS SSG SBS Ge 8 WES Se: 
7% | “Been growing positively stout.” a on ny opraed. 
n The accusation gave my hopes the lie ; sac ood-bye”’ (like that) and hastily decamped. 
Perhaps her costume erred, perhaps my prentice eye. And then one day I met her in 
I met her in the ball-room’s glare : , The railway train: we were alone ; k 
y She wore an orange crépe de chine, She wore a coat of sable skin 
| With rose kroumeskis here and there, Over a skirt of sombre tone. , . 
| And ruched with bows of apple-green. r pined to speak the word, but her attire _ ie 
| The whole effect was just a trifle warm ; Seemed to betray a mood ill-timed to my desire. 4 
| ar as . ” * “ : . q +” « 
h Now is your time,” | said, “to take the girl by storm But when I urged some trivial jest 
my I sought a well-secluded seat, She smiled with such pathetic eyes 
“ And heard her whisper in my ear, That something took me in the chest, 
y | “T haven't had a thing to eat! And, to my own intense surprise, 
Take me to supper, there's a dear!” I seized her hand, and with a chaste caress 
I mentioned Love: she said (and ah! it hurt), Cried, “ Lovely one, be mine! ”’—and she said, “Avert! 





“Don’t be a goose: I’m here to feed and not to flirt!” Yes!” 
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| emprisonné dans un petit filet. 


}; revenez pas ! 


| moitié, 


| sine de 


| barbares 


interrogatoire que voici: 
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ET APRES “L’ENTENTE 
CORDIALE.” 


AVANT 


Impressions dun Francais.) 
(vers 1900). 


Mos cuer Joies,—Me voici en Angle- 
terre depuis trois semaines. L’étrange 
pays! Vous passez un petit bras de 
mer, et vous voila tout-A-coup sous un ciel 
de plomb, au milieu d'une foule d’étres 
placides aux traits figés. Sur le paquebot 
déjA commenca mon initiation a la poli- 
tique envahissante de ce peuple enragé. 
Dos l'embarquement, le pont se trouva 
pris d’assaut par une horde de viragos 
allures decidées, au chignon roux 


AVANT 


aux 


clin d’ceil, on s'était installé, on 
avait fait main basse sur les meil- 
leures places et, au milieu de ce 
fortifie, l’étendard 
britannique! Ah! la race colonisa 
trice par excellence! Une timide 
tentative que je fis pour m’emparer 
d'un siége vacant, me valut de la 
part d'une de ces aimables ama 
sorte de géante toute en 
dents, et musclée a faire peur, un 
regard ! mais un regard 

qui disait clairement: “ N’y 


camp dressé 


ZONES, 


Lair retentit aussitét du jargon 
britannique, On y constatait une 
fois de plus l'infériorité des popu- 
lations d’Outre-Manche. Un gentle- 
man en complet a carreaux leur 
reprocha vertement leurs vices 
innombrables; leur manque de 
sangfroid, leur laisser-aller cho- 
quant. 

‘Da reste,” releva sa puritaine 
“que pouvez-vous attendre 
d'un peuple si peu adonné aux 
ablutions ? La décadence est leur 
partage, c'est clair. Et cette cui- 
dégénérés. Rien qui ne soit 
déguisé, manipulé, falsifié!” (Ah ¢z 
par exemple, leur cuisine, 4 eux! tres 
franche, en effet, ignoble régime de 
, indigne d'un peuple cultivé.) 

2 % o " 

Dans ce pays, on ne @onstate votre 
existence qu'aprés due présentation : 
on daigne aes vous faire subir le petit 
quand vous 
étes arrivé en Angleterre, combien de 
temps vous vous proposez d’y passer, et 
si vous préférez ce pays 4 la France. 
Gardez-vous bien de faire ce dernier 
choix, de peur d’étre taxé d’excentricité. 
Puis on vous liche: voila tout l’esprit 
que vous pouvez tirer de ces rustres, aux 
membres d'une longueur démesurée, et 
qui passent leur temps 4 jouer au 
‘erickett” et au “ foothal.” J’enrage! 
Je vois d'ici comment je vais m'accom- 
moder de la morgue glaciale de ces 
insulaires. Ah! mon cher, vois -tu, 
rien de plus lugubre que les Anglais! 


En un} 


The Crowned Crane (to the Spoonbill). 


ennuyeuse & périr leur fameuse correc- 
tion! Monstrueuse leur insociabilité! 
Tout me provoque ici: cette atmosphére 
pesante, ce je ne sais quoi de pharisaique 
qui émane de leur personne! . . . Grands 
dieux! je sens venir une attaque de 
spleen, mal étrange et encore mal défini. 
Je m’arréte. .... Ah! pays de malheur! 
Ton infortuné 
[MILE. 


Aprés (1904). 


Me voici de nouveau 
Dieux! que les temps 
et quel revirement étrange 

Entouré, fété, accablé 
tiens avant tout, mon 
détruire la facheuse impression 


Moy cuer JvULes, 
en Angleterre. 
ont changé ! 
s'est fait en moi! 
de civilités, je 
cher, a 





YOU PUT UP YOUR HAIR, MY pean?” 


que j'ai da te hileser sur ce pays 
hospitalier entre tous. Des boutades, 
mon ami, de simples boutades sans portée! 
Se laisser aveugler 4 ce point! N’en 
parlons plus. Prodigieux les Anglais! 
Race arriviste par excellence. Notons: 
stage indispensable 3 a faire en Angleterre 
a qui veut s'inspirer des traditions qui 
conduisent & la conquéte du monde. 
Ah! les mauvais plaisants ont eu leur 
temps! Placides, lourds, prosaiques, les 
Anglais ?—Permettez, philosophes au 
plus haut degré. “ Inertie intellectuelle,” 
déclare l’observateur superficiel ; philo- 
sophie des philosophies, proclame le 
psychologue éclairé. Oui, sagesse des 
sagesses que de comprendre “qu'il ne 
faut pas comprendre.” Le beau prestige 
ue d’étre passés-maitres dans l'art de la 
Secneion et de l’analyse a outrance! le 
bel avantage que d’avoir l'esprit encombré 


de tout un fatras de notions contra- 
dictoires! Mais voyez-les donc : équipés | 


d'une maniére plus rationnelle dans la 


“Isy’r IT ABOUT TIME | 


possible to say; 


lutte pour l'existence, ils l’ont emporté 
sur nous. Morale: Pour commencer, 
faisons du sport, c’est leur école supréme 
de la vie; on s’y exerce au sangfroid a 
toute épreuve. Voyez cet orateur faire 
face & une séance oragev~>. Voyez, 
fendant les foules, ce policen. 1 au geste 
plein d’ampleur et de majesté ! 

Et quelle hospitalité courtoise! Quelle 
correction parfaite! Jamais de collisions. 
Quelle noble réserve! Rien de cette 
emphase de mauvais got. Une sereine 
impartialité et, pour couronner le tout, 
des vertus patriarcales!! J’en faisais 
l'autre soir la remarque 4 mon hdétesse. 

“Monsieur,” répondit-elle, “voila qui 
fait honneur a votre pénétration; vous 
avez toujours passé pour le peuple le 
plus intelligent de la terre. ya 
| quatre ans, pendant mon séjour en 
France. . . . 


“Ah! Madame!” m’écriai-je 
alarmé, “de grice; si quelque 


chose vous y a offusquée, j en fais 
pénitence & vos pieds!” 
“Mais, Monsieur! pas le moins 
du monde, bien au contraire. Votre 
charme! Votre parfait naturel ! 
Votre abandon exquis! Ah! le 
gofit francais! la cuisine francaise! 
Quel art! on ne vit qu’a Paris! . . .” 
Elle s’éloigna, suivie de ses filles, 
une vraie déesse accompagnée de 
ses nymphes; car dans ce pays, 
mon cher, les femmes sont toutes 
des déesses: des Junons, des 
Dianes, des Minerves a la démarche 
assurée, aux membres assouplis, 
‘aux allures indomptées. C’en est 
fait, je suis conquis! Qu’on me 
|reprenne & chanter le piquant et 
le chiffonné de nos Parisiennes. 
_Absurdes et perverses, ces créa- 
tures trébuchantes et languis- 
santes! N’oublie pas de conseiller 
——'& toutes les méres de notre con- 
naissance de faire prendre 4 leurs filles 
un.cours de “crickett” et de “ footbal.” 
Absolument essentiel 4 l’esthétique et d 
l'éthique féminines. 
Ton vieil ami, 
EMmLe. 








AccorbDinG to a special correspondent 
of the Daily Dispatch, the wolf which 
has been providing such capital sport 
in the North of England has been 
‘distinctly seen by no fewer than seven 
people engaged pulling turnips in a 
field.” (These would, of course, go ad- 
mirably with his usual meal of mutton.) 
The writer goes on to say: “I have 
questioned two of them, and have no 
reason to doubt their veracity.” Whether 
his enquiries were addressed to the 
“people” or to the “turnips” it is im- 
but we understand 
that, in either case, the Russian Embassy 
has no information on the matter. 
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LOVE’S LAST REQUEST. 
| Provp maiden, I ask no returning 

| Of such little gifts as I sent ; 
The letters are fittest for burning, 


Not meaning the thing that they 
meant. 
The gloves and the scent and the 
brooches, 


The sweetmeats, the small vinaigrette, 
I leave with unuttered 1eproaches, 
For you to recall or forget. 


There’s a pouch that you broidered and 
brought me, 

If you wish I'll return it to you ; 

And a box of cigars that you bought me, 
I only could tackle a few. 

The weeds I will gladly surrender, 
They ’ll do for some other sad swain ; 

But the poems I sent you—the tender 
Sweet sonnets—I want them again. 


You remember the ode true and simple 
Addressed to your firm little nose ? 
And the sonnet induced by a dimple, 
And the rondeau I sent with a rose ? 
You remember the dainty effusion 
That said I would die at your feet ? 
It may have been all a delusion, 
But I think the expression was neat. 


[ haven’t a copy, and therefore 
I hope you will kindly restore 
These things you no longer will care for 
Because | may use them once more. 
[ soon may again be affected 
To utter emotions in rhyme, 
And really I can’t be expected 
To pen a new poem each time. 








BACK-END RESOLUTIONS. 
(For 1904 
Ix case any readers with treacherous 
memories have omitted at the beginning 
of the current year to frame the usual 
Model’ Resolves, a provisional list of the 
same may be of use, though it is con- 
siderably past the eleventh hour. How 
ever, a reference to the calendar will 
show that there are still some ninety-six 
hours, waking and sleeping, for the 
following Pious Aspirations to be put 
into practice : 


or what remains of it.) 





Not to oversleep myself more than 
four times. 


To be called at day-break (N.B., the 
sun rises after 8 a.m. these few days). 


To limit myself to sixteen, or, at most, 
twenty meals for the rest of the year, 
and to refrain from eating unripe fruit 
in the kitchen garden. 


Not to squander money in visiting the 
| Royal Academy, the Derby, the Lord 
| Mayor’s Show, or The Wife without a 
Smile. 


Not to waste time in attending regattas, 











SENSIBLE CHILD. 


“Wet, JaCKY, AND DID YOU HANG UP YoUR sTockING ror Santa Claus To Fit?” 


“No. I sancep up Movver’s!” 
cricket matches, tennis tournaments and 
garden parties. 

To purchase, and keep (by me) a 
diary and cash account, if possible, to 
the end of the year. 

To abstain from paying income-tax, 
rent, rates and similar impositions 
within the same period. 


Not to over-indulge in grouse-shooting, 
salmon-fishing, butterfly-catching or 
bird’s-nesting any further in 1904, but 
strictly to attend to business (if I have 
any). 


To impress, at any rate upon my 


wife and family (if | am married and 
have descendants), the moral duty and 


beauty of keeping these excellent resolu- | 


tions. 

Repentant 
hoped, will make a note of the above 
suggestions, which have been carefully 
graded, pro hde vice, to suit the most 
irresolute temperament. ‘This is their 
last chance, and there will be no later 
offer. 

N.B.—A propos of the above article, 
Mr. Puneh understands, on the best of 


authority, that there will be no General | 


Election this year. 


° . . | 
backsliders, it is to be 
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THE BOOK OF THE YEAR. 


THEOBALD PINES-PUTNAM—Gipsy, 
Poet, Novelist, Critic and Chaperon. 
With numerous maps, plans, facsimiles, 
&c. By Joux Detver. London: Opper 
AND ODDpER. £2 28. net. 





In the whole history of secrecy nothing 
is more charming than Mr. Jomw Detver’s 
quiet mole-like preparation of this co-| 
lossal book, Day after day, night after | 
night, he was at The Pomes, West Ealing, | 
in the company of England’s two most | 
illustrious intellects. His conversations | 
with Mr. Pnves-Pursam were endless, | 
ranging back to his early manhood, | 
when, regardless of rheumatism, he read | 
poetry seated on wet rocks. No question | 
was too intimate for Mr. Jomn Detver to 
put or the scholar-gipsy to answer, 
although why Mr. Jomy Detver should 
be so much interested in “poor little 
me” (as the great man phrased it) he 
could not understand. Yet such is the | 
inherent humility of genius that Mr. 
Prwes-Puryam had no notion of what 
these visits portended, and when the 
first copy of the work was laid upon the 
breakfast table and Mr. Poves-Purwam, 
all unsuspecting, cut the string, his 
astonishment was beyond description. 
It was the very renascence of wonder 
and surprise.—“ Claudius Clear” in the 
British Weekly. 

The old saying that the world knows 
nothing of its greatest men is no longer 
true, thanks to Mr. Jonny Detver’s 
masterly and exhaustive work.—‘‘A Man 
of Kent” in the British Weekly. 

We cannot be too grateful to Mr. 
Jous Detver for this protes$ against 
the old and effete custom of waiting 
for a man’s death before commencing 
his biography. Anything more illogical 
could not be imagined ; it is as though 
one did not present one’s cup to the) 
fountain until the spring was dry. For | 
years have biographers been misunder- 
standing their duties; Mr. Jom Detver 
comes forward to show them the new | 
way. He is the new Boswett, with this 
advantage over his dilatory predecessor | 
that he strikes while the iron is hot, and | 
does not tarry until his Jonson is no| 
more.—The Expositor. 

One of the most deeply fascinating 
chapters describes the long and intimate | 
friendship of the poet-chaperon and the 
novelist Mr. Atr ApeL, upon whom, we 
understand, a similar work is now if 
preparation. Indeed, when we think 
of the treats in store for lovers of litera- 
ture we can hardly sit still—‘ Lorna” 
in the British Weekly. 

Readers of the book will have a few 
disappointments. It is not long enough 
(there are only 863 pages); there is little 
about Mr. Swoweurne in it; and the 











novelist-critic would not allow Mr. Detver 





to describe his (the novelist-critic’s) 
appearance. Hence we have only the 
contradiction of a less enthusiastic com- 
mentator who had called his dark-brown 
eyes green. However, the photograph 
of Mr. Prves-Purwam and his life-long 
friend Grorce Borrow, each looking out 
of the window of a gipsy caravan, is 
among the triumphs of the illustrator’s 
art.—British Weekly (Editorial). 





LATE AFTERNOON. 


Here in the back streets there is a 
vague charm about the colourless winter 
afternoon. The low grey houses and 
the modest semi-private shops with 
their tiny square windows harmonise 
strangely with the dull grey sky which 
weighed so oppressively upon the larger 
scale of things in the main road. The 
little bootmaker’s shanty opposite, with 
its hanging sign of a melancholy half- 


‘leg in a scarlet top-boot, looks as though 


it has never heard of such words as 
hurry and enterprise. A little further 
down three boys have clambered 
up the low wall fronting one of the 
houses and are clinging to the railings, 
the whole of their Tittle minds concen- 
trated in garrulous wonder upon the 
circumscribed travels of two gold-fish 
about a bow] in the window. For the rest 
the street is deserted, save for an indis- 
tinct figure seated in a low chair outside 
the little furniture-dealer’s at the corner. 

I walk slowly to the top of the street, 
glancing as I pass at the figure in the 
chair. It is a short grey-haired man 
in a much soiled serge suit. His hands 
are folded in his lap, affording a view 
of a pair of grey-fringed shirt-cuffs ; 
his feet are crossed and drawn up be- 
neath the chair, as he sits motionless, 
gazing straight before him across the 
road with a dull, vacant stare. From 
an open cut beneath one eye a little 
rivulet of blood has trickled down his 
cheek, and winding a devious course 
over a scrubby grey moustache has 
become lost to view beneath a dirty 
frayed collar. 

As I take stock of him, a figure in 
shirt-sleeves strolls casually out of the 
furniture-shop and looks listlessly round 
the street. Suddenly his eye, following 
mine, becomes intent and indignant as 
it lights upon the object of my interest. 

“"Ullo,” he observes pointedly. 

The seated man, without moving a 
muscle, continues to stare vacantly at the 
low grey line of houses opposite. 

“] don’t remember invitin’ you ter sit 
down in that there chair,” says the 
furniture-dealer sarcastically. 

The visionary in the chair takes not 
the smallest notice. There is a pause 
while the furniture-dealer regards him 
with mingled astonishment and indigna- 
tion. At length he speaks again. 


“Make yerself comfertable,” he sug- 
_ with satirical bitterness. “Don't 

me disturb yer.” 

The seated man remains as though in 
a trance. This scrupulous 
to his advice appears to exasperate the 
furniture-dealer. He turns to me. 

“Wot is this ‘ere country a-comin’ 
to!” he demands fervently. “We'd 
better all become Russians an’ ‘ave done 
with it.” 

I do my best to appear overwhelmed 
by the logic of this cryptic utterance. 
The recognition of my support seems 
somewhat to soothe his indignation; he 
turns to the unconscious instrument of 
Russian ambitions. 

“Why didn’t yer drop me a ’alfpenny 
postcard?” he inquires with mordant 
jocosity. “‘I’d ’ave’ad the chair covered 
|in cloth o’ gold.” 

By this time a little group of onlookers 
have gathered outside the shop—a 
stolid -looking man with his ds 
buried in flap-pockets, a very large lady 
|and a very rk ye carrying a washing- 
basket between them at a steep angle, 
ithe three little boys who had been 
watching the gold-fish, and a preoccu- 

ied man with a dripping brush, who 
succeeded somehow in whitewashing 

the small of his own back and is now 
making a rather patchy job of my boots. 

I venture diffidently to point this out, 
whereupon he thanks me and, with a 
chatty motion of his head towards the 
still unmoved man in the chair, an- 
nounces his opinion that what we have 
before us is a dramer in reel life. Find- 
ing this well received he stoops suddenly, 
and resting his brush carefully upside 
down against a yellow chest of drawers 
marked Sryte approaches the visionary 
and shakes him by the shoulders with 
| kindly vigour. 

“Ere, Bu!” he cries briskly. 

No answer or movement from the 
visionary. 

“*Arree!” conjectures Whitewash. 
“Gerorce! Tep! Sm!” 

Still no answer or movement from the 





visionary. 

“The pore man’s ill,” remarks the 
lady with the elevated end of the 
washing-basket. 

“You're ill,” observes the furniture- 
dealer curtly. 


“The man’s ill,” repeats the lady 
aggressively. “Look at ’is eye. Why 
can’t yer let ’im be?” 

“T’ll let you be,” retorts the furniture- 
dealer. “ Willing,” and approaches the 
chair. 

“°F ain’t doin’ no ’arm settin’ there, 
is ‘e?” demands the lady, becoming 
more indignant. ‘Why can’t yer— 
Oh, yer great brute! Ain’t yer got no 
’eart ?”’ 

The furniture-dealer has suddenly 
tilted the chair from the back, and the 
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Lady Visitor. “1 ser vot 


Fair Widow. “ Yrs. 


I WOULDN'T PART WITH HIM ON ANY ACCOUNT. 


STILL HAVE POoR OLD Bingo.” 


I NEVER LOOK AT HIM WITHOUT THINKING OF POOR DEAR MARMADUKE 





a 








visionary is now standing upright, 
propped by the timely arm of the white- 
washer. Even now he shows no sign of 
returning animation. The lady of the 
washing-basket has raised her voice an 
octave higher. 

“Ain't you ashamed o’ yerself!” she 
declaims. ‘“Turnin’ a pore man out 
wot ’s ill an’ cut ‘is eye! Oh yer great 
brute!” 

The furniture-cealer has turned on her. 

*D’yer wanter buy any furniture?” 
he demands, 


“Me!” exclaims the lady, delighted 
with the opening. “Me buy yer furni- 


ture? Thank yer, l’m perticler about 
my things.” 

“All right, then,” 
crisply. “* Git.” 

* White-livered ‘ound !’ 
impotent lady. 

“Don’t you worry about my liver,” 
returns the furniture dealer, with ex- 
hilaration. “I can take care o’ my liver all 
right. Better than some people, p’raps.”’ 
¢ “Ho,” retorts the lady, with merciless 
sarcasm. “ You look as if you could.” 

Meanwhile the whitewashed gentle- 
man, to the intense interest of the pisca- 


returns the man 


’ exclaims the 



















torial boys, has propped the visionary 
against the wall beside the shop and is 
carefully wiping the blood from his 
cheek with a handkerchief to which the 
lady of the basket might well turn her 
attention. Now and then he desists in 
order to clap his hands in front of the 
still vacant face of his protégé, with 
alternate inquiries as to his name and 
his address. A few feet away the gentle- 
man of the flap-pockets watches these 
operations with an air of blasé in- 
difference. 

Suddenly a hush of interest falls upon 
the party. ‘The visionary, still leaning 
against the wall, has found his voice. 

“’Ave yer got a gun?” 

lor the moment Whitewash 
taken aback by this inquiry. 


seems 


visionary turns a vacant eye upon the | 


gentleman of the flap-pockets. 

“’Ave yer got a gun?” he repeats. 

“No, 1 ain't,” returns Flap»pockets, 
without excitement. 

“ Wot d’ yer want a gun for?” inquires 
Whitewash, recovering himself. 

“T want ter shoot a bloke,” observes 
the visionary, still gazing dreamily at 
Flap-pockets. “’Ave yer got a gun ?” 





The | 





| Flap-pockets expectorates with a side- 


ways movement of the head. 

“You ain’t allowed ter do that,” 
responds dispassionately—‘ not ‘ere.”’ 

The visionary receives this item of 
information with resignation. 

“ Wot’s this ‘ere place?” he inquires 
slowly. 

“Fulham,” responds Flap-pockets im- 
passively. 

For a while the visionary ruminates 
without stirring. Then he slowly moves 
his back from the wall and looks ab- 
sently upon the group. 

“Or ri,” he says with a preoccupied 
air. “Goorafternoon,’ and buttoning 


lie 


his jacket walks quietly off round the 


corner. 

| “Takes ‘imself fer Admiral Toco, I 

dealer obscurely, and retires, reminis- 

cently disgustful, into his shop. 
Gradually the little group dissolves. 

The grey light is waning into dusk, and 

the street is empty save for the pisca- 


torial boys, who still hover at a short | 


distance from the corner, clinging to a 
vain hope that something 
happen. 

















should think,” observes the furniture- | 


may yet | 
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THE EFFECTS OF BRIDGE ON THE RISING GENERATION. 


Master Tom (discontented with the size of hia portion). “IT povsLe Pupprne! ” 


| 








TRAGEDY. 


You that of late were privileged to hear 
How I had doffed the cloke of evil-doing 
lor Virtue’s thin yet plausible veneer, 
To charm my Detta when I went a-wooing,— 
Mark how the false gods till th’ eleventh hour 
Smiled, and then, sneering, cast me down to grapple 
\V ith wounds that mock the staying flagon’s power, 
And quite ignore the comfortable apple. 


I had not told my love—oh, was it wrong ?— 

or, though I found her all my fancy painted, 
[ thought it better not to go too strong, 

As we had been but recently acquainted ; | 
Wiser it seemed to let the thought take root 

In her young mind; to let the ice get broken ;]} 
Essay my fortunes at the Christmas shoot, 

And trust the gods to keep her unbespoken. 


Full thrice the sequent moons had waxed and waned, 
Yet there had come no noise of rival wooer ; 
And the wan star of Hope had risen, and gained 
\ crescent brightness as the days grew fewer ; 
Now had I seen the final day but one ; 
My qualms of jealousy had ceased to rack me; 
When down my colours tumbled with a run 
Just as my confidence had reached its acme. 


O waste, waste, waste, irrevocable waste ! 
O labour lost and tardily repented ! 
{ do not cavil at the lady’s taste ; 
It’s painful, but it’s not unprecedented ; 
Sut to be fooled—deluded from the start - 
Basely deceived, and vilely brouglit to ruin !— 
What of my struggles with the vocal art ? 
What about all those clothes I bought to woo in? 


These are the thoughts that pale a person’s cheeks, 
But worse, oh worse beyond all computation, 
I hold the memory of those tedious weeks 
Squandered in moral rehabilitation ! 
Does it not thaw the heart, however hard ? 
Does it not give the soul, however steely, a 
Pang, to recall those bursts for ever barred ? 
May you be sorry for it some day, Drtta 


O reader, reader, what a dole is mine 
After three dreary months of dreary labour 
In walks which certainly are not my line, 
Seorned by my friends, a nuisance to my neighbour, 
Just when my fears of rivalry were dead, 
Just as I thought that I was out of danger, 
Deis, the Prize, the girl I hoped to wed, 


Has got affianced to a total stranger ! Dou-Dow. 











Reactionary Cuance or Nawe.—Sultan Morey Appu. Aziz 
‘will now be known as Moor Muley-than-aver Abdul Azwaz. 
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“IF I ONLY KNEW THE COUNTERSIGN !” 
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Whip (bringing on tail hounds, in the rear of the field). “ Huttoan! 


THE WATER TEST. 


Wuo'’ve you Gor THere?” 


Runner (who has just assisted sportaman out of a muddy ditch), “ Dunwo, Can’? TELL TILL WE'VE WASHED ‘IM DOWN A BIT!" 








THE LATEST EPIDEMIC. 


SrimutaTep by the example of Mr. 
“Loto” Harcourt, M.P., who has com- 
posed two Free Trade songs, “ D’ye ken 
Bos Pre.?” and “Stamp, stamp, stamp 
upon Protection,” quite a number of 
distinguished politicians and public 
characters have burst into topical verse. 
Owing to the stringent laws of copy- 
right we are unfortunately only able 
to give very brief quotations, but even 
so they will, we think, inspire our readers 
to make further and fuller acquaintance 
with these modern masterpieces. 

Mr. Josep CHAMBERLAIN’S contribution 
to this Christmas chorus of song takes 
the form of a charming little Elizabethan 
madrigal. It is addressed “To a fair 
Confectioner,” and the first line (referring 
doubtless to Mr. Caamper.aty’s signifi- 
cant silence on the Sugar question in 
his recent Limehouse Seach} runs as 

| follows : 


Tell me not, sweet, I am unkind. 
Mr. Batrour has modelled his latest 
| effusion on a well-known unrhymed 
| piece by Caartes Lawp—“ The Old 
| Familiar Faces.” It begins in a vein 


of touching retrospect : 








T have had colleagues, I have had companions, 
In the days when I was a child in the matter of 
mg imports, — a 
But all, or at any rate a lar, jon, are 

now gone of the old Sunil faces. 

Mr. C. A. Pearson strikes a more} 
resonant and confident note in his fine 
ballad, “‘ The Journalists of England ” : 

Ye journalists of England, 
Our Empire's strongest link, 
Whose quills have stained unnumbered | 
reams 
With patriotic ink ; 
Your glorious Standard launch again 
To guard our peerless Jor, &c. 

Sir Wiurrm Lawson is now as ever 
unflinchingly loyal to his crusade against 
intemperance, and turns the tables on 
Ben Jonson, the mighty toper of the 
“Mermaid,” by borrowing the form of 
one of his most famous songs to preach | 
the virtues of abstinence :— 


A Great Ixpucemenr. 
Drink to me only with thine eyes! 
Grant but this boon, and I’m 

— to swear that I'll abstain 
eetotally from rhyme. bw 
Mr. Lasoucurrg,-who, it may not be 
generally known, is 4 most diligént and 
sympathetic student of Browwixe, sends 
the following genial effort in disciple 








a 


"Tis the season of fog, 

The weather ’s a beast, 

But we 're jogging along, 
Harry Marks sits for Thanet, 
There's a new Golliwogg, 

E. T. Hoorey 's released, 
Hawi Caine’s going strong, 
All’s right with thie planet ! 


Our next specimen is from the gifted 


pen of Mr. Henry Caapwiy, and recalls in 


its unstudied simplicity the rhymes we 
learned at our mother’s knee : 


| Little Jack Horwer sate in his corner, 


Working eight hours a day. 
But a bounty-fed alien, a dumping Westphalian, 
Came rom f frightened Jaox Homer away 


Lastly, the Duke of Devonsnine, in a 
fine outburst of lyrical frenzy, predicts 
the triumph of the Cobdenite cause, his 
last quatrain running as under : 


If we have freedom in our trade, 
And get our imports free, 


Js alone in bliss arrayed 
Ange y 


Exijoy such liberty. 





The White Slave Traffic. 
Another Horrible Revelation. 


“Bomzp Starch Woman Wanted for 
Regatta Shirts, &c.”—The 





ship :— 





Sentinel. 
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MORE CABMEN CRITICS. 


(Sir Frepvericx Brivor, in the London Argus 
| describes his conversations with a cabman who 


certs, and has proved himself to be a most | 
1c omplished musical critic. } 


i - 
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frequently drives him to rehearsals and con- | clothes. 
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the N ew English, ” he continued, when he opened the ‘trap- -door and observed, 


at last the horse had been induced to 
“T like the handling of the bed- | 
Why don’t you paint like that | 
for the Academy ? Dukes and Duchesses, 
|hearls and peers, why can’t you keep | 


Oppty enough Mr. Sarcent and Mr.| your ‘ands off ’em one year at anyrate, 


Hew:err have also each had somewhat | and paint real things ? 


similar experiences with cabmen critics 
of late. 


Mr. Hew ert’s driver was conveying | 


him from Leather Lane 
to the Italian Circus, 

Pardon me,” re- 
marked through the 
little in the roof 
during a prolonged 
block in Oxford Street. 
“ pardon me, Sir, but do 
you think you have said 
enough for the view 
from Fiesole in your 
The Road in Tuseany ?” 

Mr. Hewterr agreed 
that perhaps the subject 
was susceptible of en? 
larged treatment. 

‘ And another thing,” 
said the driver, “me and 
the missus was a good 
deal troubled after we 
had finished the Queen’s 
Quair by thinking about 
Bornwett’s end. You 
don’t say what became 
of J. B. Now wouldn't 
a little appendix chapter 


he 


ck or 


winding everybody up 
| —in the way CHARLEs 
Dickens used to do 


have been a good thing ? 
What did become of 
| Borawet anyhow ?” 

* BorHweLt ” said 

Mr. Hewrerr; but at 
this moment the cab 
| ran into a dray. 

Mr. Sarcent’s driver 
| was a more constructive 
eritic 

* What 


| Sir,” 





you want, 
said genially 
| one day, as he cracked 
his whip at a small boy, 
“is a better knowledge 
of the nood. Now L’ve 
got some studies at 


he 


FOR THE RECENT IMPROVEMENTS. 


Why——” 

But, the horse falling down at this 
point, the harangue abruptly ceased. 

Sir Freperick Bripce, we may add, is 





CHRISTMAS REJOICINGS AT THE ZOO. 


“Tue ANIMALS HAVE PASSED A VOTE OF THANKS TO THE SUPERINTENDENT AT THE Zoo 
To CELEBRATE THE oOcCASION (OR CHRISTMAS), THE 
Harp Seat, Screecu Owt, Sano Pipers, ETO., HAVE KINDLY VOLUNTEERED THEIR 
SERVIORS TO SERENADE HIM.’ 





home which I can lend you u that will put 

you right in the matter of harms and 

le 4) 
Sure 


enough, the next time Mr. 
Sarcent hailed the cab the driver pro- 
duced the portfolio and handed it to the 
master 


‘Don’t ask me to drive you to the 


R.A...” he said. “Don’t ask me to do 
that. Let it be the New English 
Art Club! Anything but Burlington 
Ouse.” 


| “That's a nice little thing of yours at 


not the only distinguished musician whe 


has found a kindred soul on the box 
seat of a London cab. Madame Ciara 


|Butr recounts a similar experience in 
the current issue of Harmson’s Royalty 


Magazine. “It began,” says the famous 
contralto, “‘one evening this summer 
when I was engaged to sing at a Ballad 
Concert. When I told the cabman to 
drive to Queen’s Hall my Jehu replied 
by whistling the motif of ‘Land of 
Hope and Glory. We got blocked in 
Piccadilly, and while we were waiting 


‘Beg pardon, Madame, but if you ‘ll 
take my advice don’t overdo the port- 
manteau.’ ‘ Portmanteau?’ I replied; 

‘what portmanteau?’ ‘I didn't say 
portmanteau, he rejoined rather sharply, 

‘I said portamento. Scoop, some people 
jcalls it. It’s all very well for a milk- 


man, but it doesn’t become a high-class 


singer.” I was naturally rather in- 
dignant, but the man was so much in 
earnest that I  sup- 
|pressed my feelings 
and let him go on. To 


my surprise | found that 
he was really a first-rate 
authority on voice-pro- 
duction, registers, &c., 
and had bought an 
expensive laryngoscope 
out of his earnings. 
Since then I have fre- 
quently employed him, 
and from time to time 
have given him copies 
of songs, which he re- 
turns with marginal 
notes as to breathing, 
expression, and so forth, 
which [ have found 
most helpful. The 
other day, when we were 
discussing ‘Mother's 
Joy,’ he asked me if I 
had ever heard Ricaarp 
Strauss’s , ‘Sinfonia 
Domestica, and on my 
replying in the nega- 
tive told me that he 
had just purchased. the 
score and was arrang- 


ing it for a _ small 
orchestra of cornet, 
tambourine, flageolet, 


gong, cymbals, and per- 
doneum. Really he is one 
of the most marvellous 
musicians I have ever 
met. His name is Birp, 
but since our conver- 
sation on the subject of 
Ricuarp Strauss I have 
called him Dicky Biren, 
to distinguish him from 
Mr. Henry Birp, the 
well-known accom- 
—— panist, who takes a deep 
‘lathe. in the career of his humble 
namesake,” 








**Do we Believe?” 

“ At Alton, Hants, Norman LitTLEJsonx 
was summoned for driving a motor-car 
in a reckless and negligent manner. 
The Bishop of — was in the car 
at the time, and in the witness-box his 
Lordship said the car was being driven 
carefully, and going only at ten miles 
an hour. The Bench imposed a fine of 
forty shillings.” — Pall Mall Gazette. 
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H” sat with his hostess over their coTee, liqueurs%and cigarettes in the smoking-room of the Ladies’ Active Service 

Club—the only male among many types of woman-warrior, from Amazon» of the Guards down to ordinary Imperial 
Yeowomen.” Statues of Arnene (fully armed), Boapicra, Joan or Arc, and Lady Roserts were disposed about the room; | 
while under the cornice ran the names of other ladies distinguished for heroism—such as Arremisia (of Halicarnassus | 
and Salamis), Hrerotyte, Jaet, Mrs. Carrie Nation and the Mother of the Gracchi. 

“ Have you many institutions like this?” asked Mr. Puncn (for it was he). 

“T will mention a few of them,” replied Brirayyia (for it was she). “There is the Minerva Club for Literary 
Women, the Hygizum for Dress-improvers, the Josephine for Tariff-reformers, the Winston Pippin for Free-fooders, the 
Leandress for Oarswomen, Poodle’s for Dog-fanciers, the Paris Mutuel for Feminine Supporters of the Hntente, the | 
Tic-doloureux for Type-writers, the Siddons,for Actresses, and the Sans Atout for the Unemployed of both sexes. You will 
see we have gone far to solve that harrowing problem, What shall we do with our Mothers?” 

“Your sex has indeed made vast strides,” said Mr. Puncn. 

“Yes,” she replied, “and this fact has greatly affected our size in boots. And I hear it is the same with gloves at 
the Sans Atout, where the constant playing of Bridge enormously developes the hand. At the Hygiwum, again, they have 
grown clean out of corsets!” 

Delicately ignoring the last observation, Mr. Puxcn inquired if election to these Clubs was a matter of great | 


| difficulty. 


“Our tests,” replied his hostess, “are of the most severe. Thus for entrance to political Clubs a candidate is 
required to have established a strong influence among the babies of constituents: she must have kissed at least one 
politician into Parliament. At the Minerva, Greek is compulsory.” | 

“Ah! there,” said Mr. Punca, “ you touch a question that has of late been moving the very marrow of our older | 
Universities. Myself, 1 am all for the retention of traditional colour. If our utilitarians want to become expert in the 
making of steel rails, or scientific beer, or motor-buses, let them pursue their ideals at one of our provincial colleges. | 
But at Oxford and Cambridge there ought still .to be room for Inefficiency. There at least let us preserve the love of 
learning, pure and inutile.” 

“ Oxford,” said Brrraxsxi, “ has set her fairer sister a noble example in this department.” 

“TI make little distinction between them,” replied her guest, “being myself alumnus ambarum; though, of the 
two, the Cantabrigian element preponderates in my constitution. .But Oxford had no choice in the matter; the advent of 
so many Rhodes scholars compelled her to adopt a policy of protection. She could hardly allow the alien to pass through 
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) her gates without some guarantee that he had not come merely to master our British methods of commerce, and eclipse us 
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on our own ground.” 

“ The whole problem of the admission of immigrant aliens has greatly intrigued me,” replied Brirassia. “Do you 
happen to have any views as to the right kind of test by which to differentiate between the worthy and the unworthy ?” 

“ The -tepic. has for a long time engaged my attention,” replied the Sage, “and I have decided that Literary 
Culture must be thé criterion. You may remembér the pretty story—revived in Browntnc’s Balaustion—which relates 
that, when the Athenian Nicias was defdated at Syracuse, his conquerors gave their freedom to all captives who could 
recite froma the plays of Eurtimes ?” 

Brrrannia nodded vaguely. 

“Well, far be it from me to underrate the merits of ‘ Eurmmes the human.’ But I am convinced that we 
have his latter-day equivalent in a certain fine literary series which I could name. Now there are often inadequate 
facilities for studying the best English literature among, let us say, the Russian moujiks. So I would have this collection 
placed in the steerage libraries of all emigrant ships that sail for our shores; and every alien who, on arrival, could recite at 
sufficient length from any volume of this series should be welcome to our hospitality. Curiously enough, I came only 
the other day upon a passage in this same series revealing the most remarkable foresight on that very point. It was 
vritten under the heading ‘ Essence of Parliament,’ on July 18, 1857, during the reign, you will note, of the Third 
Napoteow, and ran as follows : 

‘*Lord Pauwerstox then smashed, as he conceived, the Isthmus of Suez Canal, declaring that the scheme was a 
bble, and also that, for political reasons, our Government would always oppose it. Some years hence, the chief 
‘in passengers of the Bulbul, a steamer plying along the Suez Canal, will read this record m Mr. ——’s’ (the 
teran pronounced the name inaudibly) ‘ Thirty-third Volume (a complete set of his works being among the necessaries 

{ the voyage), and will smile indulgently, and remark how Egypt has improved since England accepted her as a 
present from the Sutray, with the consent of the Republic of France.’ That prediction,” continued Mr. Puycn, “ was, as 
I say, written in 1857, and has been fulfilled in almost every detail.’ 

‘And who, may I ask,” said Brrrannt eagerly, “ was the author of this astonishingly accurate prophecy ? ” 

A suffused blush, as of maiden modesty, incarnadined the veteran’s cheek. ‘ With your permission,” he said, 
[ will retrieve from the cloak-room the latest, and, I trust, not the least, of that remarkable series. No, I beg you” 

Burrawnia’s forefinger was upon the electric button); “dogs not being allowed on the Club premises, I may not 
summon my trusty servant from his post of attendance on the doorstep; and to none of your footwomen dare I commit 
the carriage of so precious a document.” 

In a trice he had vanished and returned. Then, with a profound genuflexion, such as had never hitherto been 
witnessed within the precincts of the Ladies’ Active Service Club, he presented his hostess with a copy of his own 


One Hundred and Ctventy-Sebenth Volume. 
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